Mr. Jacob had juft made feme porridge of 
lentiles, and was going to eat it, ^ 
lord Efaii faid, Brother, give me Jbme of 
your porridge. I made it for myfelf, an. 
Iwered IVlr. Jacob, but if you will give 
me your title you fhall have it. 
who was a glutton, complied, and fold his 
title for this mefs of porridge. Therefore * 
Jacob became the eldcft, and was luy lord ' 
and Efau was only mafter. * I 

Mac{e7noifelle, You fee, ladies, what glut- ' 
tony caufes. It is a vile fault. It is not 
only a fin to be a glutton, but it makes peo- 
ple fick, ftupid, and fliortens their days ; 
but I will fay no more upon this article; 

I have a much better opinion of you, luy 
children, than to think you are gluttons. 

It -is fo vulgar and fo lhameful a vice, that 
I would not fuffer a young lady whom I 
thought to be a glutton, to keep you com- 
pany. — You blufti, Mifs Harriot ; what, 
have you had the misfortune to commit a 
foult of this kind ? 
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Mifs Harriot. Yes, Madeinoilelle. A. 
few days ago my maid would not give me 
fome tea in the evening, and I cried above 

an hour about it, " . 

Mademoifelle. Yon muft endeavour to 
get -the better of this naughty crime, my 
lo^•e ; and if you will be a good girl, and 
iiave me continue to love you, you muft 
repair the fault you have committed ; and 
how will yon do it, my dear ? 

Mifs Harriot, I won’t drink a drop of 
tea fora week: but then, Mademoifelle, you 
muft promife me not to think any more of 
the folly which I have committed. 

Mademoifelle, Why do yon think I 
wq^ild, my dear } When we are forry for 
our faults, and endeavour to meiid, God 
himfelf forgets them ; and I a fill re you I 
fliall not remember them. Now tell us 
your hiftory, my dear. 

Mifs Harriot, Efau did not love hia 
brother Jacob, becaiife he had bought his 
title of him, and had robbed him of his 
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